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them all, "The Spy Who Loved Me." 
And it was the beginning of my one- 
sided platonic love affair with Bar- 
bara Bach (unfortunately, now 
known as Mrs. Barbara Starr). 

I don't know if I mentioned this be- 
fore, but my fascination with drive- 
ins goes back a long way. My wife 
and I had our first date at a drive-in 
— the 41-Twin in Milwaukee. I was 
only 17 at the time, and my parents 
thought we were spending the night 
playing miniature golf. 

I feel guilty about that now. Espe- 
cially since my own daughters are 
approaching their teen years. But I'd 
like to think I've learned something 
from my parents' mistakes. I know, 
for instance, that my daughtegsrfiate 
miniature golf. WAR cT I3W 

But while I'm on the subject, I 
think it's only fair to point out that 
you and your sisters have been vic- 
tims of a bum rap. I know a lot of peo- 
ple talk behind your back, roll their 
eyes and refer to you as a "passion 
pit" — almost as if they were talking 
about some two-bit floozy. And while 
I won't deny there's a fair amount of 
nooky-nooky that takes place under 
the stars, I think most people look at 
the drive-in as a chance to see a 
movie in total comfort — where you 
can plop your aching feet on the dash- 
board and carry on a running com- 
mentary without offending the guy in 
the next row. 

Besides, there's nothing quite as 
unnerving — or humiliating — as hav- 
ing a flashlight poked in your face 
while in the midst of a torrid em- 
brace. It's even more effective than a 
bucket of ice water. 

Seeing you on your death bed 
brings back other memories. I 
remember all the nights my wife and 
I spent at the drive-in in Pocatello, 
Idaho, back in the days when we tried 
to survive on my $150 a week salary 
at the Idaho State Journal. In particu- 
lar, I remember pacing in front of my 



car, trying to calm a screaming baby, 
while at the same time worrying 
about the fate of Paul Newman 
(Butch Cassidy) and Robert Redford 
(the Sundance Kid). 

And I remember the chilling sensa- 
tion of seeing "Psycho" at the drive- 
in, how it somehow seemed even 
more terrifying in the blackness of 
night, and how moments before the 
shower scene I closed all the win- 
dows and locked the doors. Even 
worse was going to school the next 
day and learning from several class- 
mates that I resemble Anthony Per- 
kins. 

Imagine how my girlfriend felt. 

I guess there's no sense in dwelling 
on how it used to be. I'm aware that if 
I ever get desperate, I can always 
pack the kids into our car and head 
for the Badger Fourplex drive-in on 
the north side. 

And I understand there's even a 
flicker of hope — a 100-to-l shot — 
that your new owner will allow you to 
linger for one more summer before 
bulldozing you into oblivion. 

Still, when the day finally comes, 
it's going to seem awfully strange to 
drive down the West Beltline and see 
office buildings and specialty shops in 
the same spot where Randle P. 
McMurphy triumphed over Nurse 
Ratched. 

If I can paraphrase Bogart, I'm 
going to miss you sweetheart. But as 
Ryan O'Neal once said, "Love means 
r >ver having to say you're sorry." 



Big Sky will shine 
on in drive-in heaven 



(Editor's note: Tij &Bix Sky Drive- 
~t n~ movie theater s near West Towne 
recently was sold to real estate 
developers who plan to build offices, 
stores and apartments on the 18-acre 
site.) 

Dear Big Sky: 

I hate to see it end this way. 

I don't mean to sound maudlin, but 
30 is too young to die. Even for a 
drive-in movie. But more than that, I 
think you deserve better. 

At the very least, they could have 
let you pass away with a little dignity 
— perhaps with a fireworks display , 
and a Clint Eastwood or Alfred 
Hitchcock triple feature. It seems a 
shame to let you go away to that 
Great Theater in the Sky without so 
much as a whimper. What I would 
give for one more look at "The Blob" 
or "Godzilla." 

I still remember the first time we 
met. It was on a hot, sticky night in 
1977, shortly after I had moved here 
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from Green Bay. I remember my 
daughter dozing off around 10 p.m. 
and spilling her can of Mountain Dew 
in my wife's lap. And I remember 
having to close the windows because 
the mosquitos were gnawing through 
my polyester slacks. 

But it was a night worth remem- 
bering. It was the first time I got to 
see one of my all-time favorite 
characters, a charming 7-footer 
called "Jaws," in what may have 
been the best James Bond movie of 
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So long, Big Sky , you West Side friend. You passion 
pit. You were a savior for young parents on a budget. 
You brought motorcycle gangs and beach blankets and 
B-movies to Madison. We loved your carload-for-a-buck 
nights. We slept, kissed, clumsily fondled, drank beer, 
played Frisbee, threw footballs, ate picnics, spilled soda 
and honked our car horns in your lot. Our children played 
on your swingsets. We sat on the hoods of our cars and 
talked with our friends. We laughed when the sound was 
out-of-synch. We rumbled. We brought our own popcorn 
and cooler. We stayed late. We left early. We drove by on 
the Beltline and read your marquee, looking for Annette, 
Peter Fonda or the Creature. We wondered what went on 
in the strange low projection building with the offset win- 
dows. We knew your 18 acres would someday beckon the 
developers. We drove away with your speakers hooked 
on to our car windows, following the brake lights of the 
car ahead of us. Slowly, lights out please. Thank you. 

—Photos by Joseph W. Jackson III 
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